The Htttorie of 

Prince. Come hither Francis, 

Frauds. My Lord, 

Prince. How long haft thoutoferue,Fr<*w»? 

Francis. Forfoothfiue yeares,and as much as to 
Poines. Francis, 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

Prince. Fiueyeares-,berlady along leafe forthechincking 
of Pewter : But Francis , dared thou be To valiant) as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and Ihewita faire paireof 
heeles, and runne from it? 

f rands, O Lord fir, Ilebefwornevponallthebookejin 
England, 1 could find in my heart. 

Pomes. Francis. Francis. Anone fir, 

‘ prince , How old art thou pranas ? 

Francis. Let me (ee, About Jldtcbaelmas next X (hall be 
Pomes. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you ftay alittle.my Lord. 

* Prince . Nay but harke you Francis , for the Sugar thou 
gaueflf me, t w as but a penny worth, waft not ? 

Francis. O Lord, I would it had be^ne two. 

Prince. I will giue thee tor it a thoufand p oundj aske mee 
when thou wilt, and thou lhalt haue it. 

Poines. Francis. frrfMW.Anon^nonc. 

* Prince . Anon prancisiNo Francis, b ut to morrow Francis « 
or Francis, on thurieday l or indeed Francis , when thou wilt 
But Francis. 

Francis. My Lord, . 

Prince. Wiltthou rob this LeatherncIerkin.Chmtall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke flocking, Caddicc garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanifh pouch? 

Francis. Q Lord fir, who doyoumeane? 

Prince. Why then your Browne baftardeisyour onelie 
airinke; for looke you Francis, yout White canual' e ou 
will fulley ♦ In Barb Ary fir, it cannot come to io muc ♦ 
Francis. What fir ; koines. Francis. 

Prince. Away you rogue,doft thou not heare them c • 

m Heere they bah call him, the Dr awerflands amazed, not 

kgowtngrshkk way to goe. ■ Enter Vintner. 


Henry the Fourth. 

Vint. What,ftandft thou ftill, and heareft fuch a calling ? 
looketo the Gheftes within. My Lord, old fir lohn with halfe 
a dozen more,ai e at the dorc,fiiall 1 let them in ? 

Prin. Let them alone awhile,& then open the doreiP nines. 

poines. Anone,anonefir, Enter Poines. 

•pm. Sin a, Faifiaffe And the reft ofthe Theeues,are at the 
doore,ihall we be merry? 

Poin. As merry as Crickets, my lad .* but harke yee, what 
cunning match haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer j 
come, what’s the ifiue? 

Prin. 1 am now of al humors.that haue fhewed themfelues 
humors, lincethe old daies of good man Adam , to the pupill 
age of this prefent Twelueacloke at midnight. What’s a 
tdodez Francis ? 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

prin. That euer this fellow lliould haue fewer words then 
a Parret,& yet the fon ofaWoman.Hisinduftry is vp ftaires 
anddowne ftaires,his eloquence the parcell of a reckoning.I 
am not yet of Perceys mind, the Hotjpur ofthe North, he that 
Jcilsmefome d or y, dozen of Scots at a breakfaft,wafhes his 
hands, and fay es to his wife, Fievponthisquietlife, Iwant 
worke.O my fweetH^rryfayes fhel how many haft thou kild 
to dayfGiue my Roan horfe a drench(fayes he)and anfwers, 
fome fourteene,an hour after: a trifle, a trifle. Iprethee cal in 
Fa/flafe , lie play Percy, and that damnde Brattne fhall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife. i?ws,faies the drunkardtcall in ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falfiaffe. 

Poines, Welcome lackey where haft thou beene? 

Falf. A plague ofall cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry & Amen: giue mcacupoffackboy. E’relleadthis 
life long lie low neather flocks, & mend them,& foot them 
to o. A plague of all cowards; Giue me a cup offaeke,rogue,is 
there no vertue extant? 

Pnn. Di Hi thou neuer fee Titan kide a dilh of butter ,pitti- 
full hearted Titan that melted ar the fweet tale of the Sun ? if 
thou didft, then behold that compound. 

D 3 Talfi . 
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